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He folded his napkin four times over into a triangle before finally wiping the corner of his mouth with it. 


Excessive and time consuming in nature, a physical tic, as if to draw out time. 


Varg noticed it elsewhere, for example slipping so that his drumstick would crash into his wrist instead. Once 


was alright, but the drummer's forearms were now grotesquely coloured in purple and yellow, safely tucked 


underneath the sleeves of his favourite self-promo sweater. He wrapped his hand tight around his index and 
middle finger and twisted mid-conversation, teeth raking his lower lip until blood was rolling down his chin, 


seemingly entranced, as though his eyes were gouged out, even though they were still intact. 


Varg was fairly certain that if he had any thing to offer to this godforsaken world, ever a pinnacle to reach.. 
he had already reached it at the age of nineteen 


He thought there was something to be said about people who wasted their potential. There was something to 
be said about him too, because he was a pretty damn big hypocrite for wasting all of his time dissecting Bard 
when he could be composing even more music or developing his mind. 


It started with Lillehammer, when Bard came back from an impromptu visit up to his family. It was the very 
beginning of September and Norway was going through an Indian Summer. Øystein and Tomas were doing 


inventory so the job of picking the drummer up went to him. 


The fascination started with the sweater, and ordinary drawstring sweater that Bard practically festered in. 


"Emperor" emblazoned over the chest, his logo, obviously. 


His mouth hanging over slightly, sweat rolling down his ruddy cheeks, he looked like he was about to burst into 


tears or collapse from heatstroke or a combination of both and that was endlessly amusing to Varg. 


"Get in," he shouted from across the patch of concrete, too lazy himself to get out of the car. Luckily Bard 


chose not to be picky, trekking across the gravel, moving so shakily that his greasy hair swung over his face. 


He didn't expect too much, he didn't expect tears of joy or a reunion akin to long lost lovers --especially since 


they were barely much outside of roommates-- but Varg did expect normalcy. 


Normalcy was a smile, since despite being part of a scene that practically shat on any emotion south of 
negative or woe, Bard had to be one of the most cheerful people Varg had ever encountered-- albeit in a 


monumentally fucked up way. 


But Bard barely acknowledged him, slamming the passenger door shut as his heavy breaths echoed over the 


sound of the spluttering air conditioning system. He smelled like sweat. 


It was only a forty five minute drive to Bystein and their shared complex but only ten minutes in and it 
already felt like ten hours. Varg knew Tomas wasn't going to get around to doing the groceries, so he figured 
they were also expecting him to feed the drummer too. 


"Are you hungry?" He asked, ducking his head to check the surroundings. The next exit was supposed to have a 
McDonald's. 


"l ate at home, its only a two hour ride." Bard shrugged, another inconsistency since usually he would be 


slapping Tomas's arm or pulling at Bystein's hair, screaming for something sugary and fat-laden when 


something as innocuous as Narvesen rolled past. He remained otherwise silent, only moving to punch the radio 


on to drown out the awkwardness between them. 


It turned out Tomas too was a victim of Bards new found temperament, expect to a perhaps less extreme. 
Øystein previously explained to him that it was practically fucking tradition that the two boys great each other 
like lovers. With one or the other twirling the latter in their arms, giggling like little girls and whispering "so 


good, so safe" in an immature plea for shock and attention 
This time it was Tomas who wrapped his arms around Bard's slender waist, picking his friend up and spinning 


him around, letting out a childish "weeee" as Bard hung his arms over Tomas's neck, hands fisting into his t 


shirt. 
Varg thought their eyes might have met. 


‘lm happy to see you too, manjustjust let me go." Bard said quietly, mouth against his neck as the guitarist 
slowly but surely slowed to a stop before setting him back on steady ground. 


He stumbled slightly, stabilizing himself on Tomas's shoulder before declaring, equally quiet "| need a bath," 
before walking past them and this time, Varg was sure their eyes dd meet. 


Varg was also sure there was something definitely wrong with the drummer. 


He went to sleep late, woke up even later; started doodling in a notebook even though prior to Lillehammer Bard 


could hardly even grasp stick figure anatomy. 


It was all unnerving, a venture in Bards room had never been easy, with the eighteen year old having a 


ridiculous obsession with murderers, cults, and serial killers. 


He had an entire wall dedicated to cut out articles, polaroids and photographs detailing everything from images 
of The Rape Of Nanking to a photography still Per, when he had been alive that was, had token of a deer, 
crushed by a car with its ribs splaying out of its body. 


Without a doubt the most grotesque was the stacks of cassettes in white casings with sharpied words such 
as "a sledgehammer and a puppy" or "Nov 18 ‘78 JT" 


He needed to get back a guitar he had lent to Tomas that had somehow weaselled it's way into Bard's room 
yet his eyes had stopped over the poem that he had meticulously transcribed onto his wall. It was three in 
the morning, and Varg had to give him credit where credit was due. The boy could create an eery atmosphere 
like no other. 


This is the way the world ends 


This is the way the world ends 


This is the way the world ends 

Not with a bang 

but a whimper. 

"What are you doing here?" Sharp words had dragged him out from the sea of dread he was floating in. 


Varg wanted to say "| needed to get my fucking guitar" but the words that came out were shrill, especially for 


cool-and-collected him: 
"Why the fuck are you holding a knife, Bard?!" 


He could see it peaking from underneath his sweater, that one he always wore now, the one that was an 


extension of him, the one that smelled like grime. 

A utility blade. 

"There is no knife." he said cooly, sounding like a complete psycho. Varg heard the barely perceptible clp noise 
of the box cutter closing and it made Varg's blood curdle in his veins. He remembered Per. Per the morbid 
photographer who gave Bard a quarter of his photographs, Per with his own knife, Per with his brains all over 
the living room wall, Per who was Dead, in the name sense and in the literal sense. 

Suddenly, Bard was shoved up against the wall, and he was the attacker. His eyes barely registering anything 
outside of apathy as his arm went limp; letting Varg frantically tug the dampened black sleeve down, exposing a 
haphazard, semi formed row of slashes. 

The metallic odour made Varg dizzy with disgust. 


When Bard dropped his arm the bloodied knife fell along with it. 


"So there was a knife." he said with a snort, fingers winding over the hood of his sweater and yanking it off. He 
threw the sweater down over the chair by the desk before looking back at Varg. 


"| wanted to know what it felt like to be Per, fuckin’ sue me." Bard bit out, crossing his arms over his chest. 


"Wanted to see if it was all that and a bag of chips." his voice was rancid, angry, almost accusatory but all 


Varg could process was the fact that the drummer's skin looked like cream, freshly spilled cream. 
He puked in his mouth a little. 


Clearly, Bard had noticed because he broke himself out of Vara's gaze. His next words were clearly poorl 
y gs g y poorly 


thought out, as were Varg's reflexes, 
"Don't look at me like a faggot, Kristian" 
He smashed Bard's head into the wall. 


Luckily he bit the web of his thumb to muffle out his moan, his eyes scrunching up as his head collided into 


unforgiving plaster. It would've been awkward to explain what quite had caused Varg to react so violently. 


Once he let go of his brown hair, Bard instantly slumped in the corner, trembling as his lips parted open taking 
in brusque breaths. 


His own breathing was all mucked up, disorganized and heavy as his eyes drank up the scene. The weirdest 
concept flickered through Varg's mind, and it disgusted him and his morals so much that he was filling to take 
the askew utility knife and trace his ulnar artery out with it too. 


He quickly ducked out of the room, leaving Bard and his stupid fucking face to slit his wrists if he so fucking 


pleased, as long as he had as much respect as Pelle, and apologized for the resulting fucking mess. 


He was probably never going to be any better than he was at the age of rineteen, and for whatever reason 
Varg was still thinking about Bard, and the reason why his personality did a IBO. Bard and his collection of snuff 
films involving every adorable animal except cats because he liked cats, cats were good and pure. Bard, who 
smelled like shit because he never washed that retarded "Emperor" sweater even though he sweat in it, spilled 


alcohol on it, bled in it. 


It even bothered Øystein, who used to live with someone who had such a disregard for hygiene that he wore 
clothing he had buried two weeks ago. It bothered Tomas the most, who walked around everywhere with a 


pissed off look on his face. 


Bard was the only one who could live in peace, with his hair twisted in a ponytail to showcase his swanlike neck, 
a menthol between his full lips, a habit he only recently picked up. An annoying, disgusting habit amongst the 
other aforementioned idiosyncrasies that made Varg --and presumably the rest of the Brady Bunch-- want to 
grab him by the throat and throttle him. 


Øystein wouldn't fire him, because Bard worked for damn cheap at Helvete considering he was crashing here. So 
eventually Bard started haunting him in the little sleep he got. Except it didn't look so much like Bard, it looked 
somewhat like a psychedelic acid trip in the shape of Bard, who enjoyed mocking, and deriding him. 


"Nazi~" he sang in a little sing song voice, floating around in his ear. The Bard of his nightmares was always 


shirtless, always smirking, wrists always covered in puss-filled cuts even when the real scars already healed. 


"Everyone knows about your past~" his voice was shrill, decaying nails tapping along his throat, then enclosing, 
body pushed up flush against his. Varg felt Bard's crotch pressing against his ass. 


"You can't escape your past" and then Varg felt his throat being ripped out of his skin and tossed aside right 
as he woke up. Varg was under the realization that he was utterly terrified of the drummer but that he was 
rather obsessed with him too. Varg also realized, perhaps most damningly, that he was hard 

After enough reprises, he just stopped sleeping. And that's how Varg knew he was well and truly fucked. 

Not that the self-awareness that his obsession turned homoerotic somewhere along the lines wasn't evidence 
enough. After a certain point saying that he was afraid of the baby faced drummer looked more dignified than 
admitting to himself that he kind of, sort of, might of really wanted to fuck him. Oily hair and all. 

Varg wanted to convince himself it was the fact that he was so irritated by his lack of understanding towards 
his condition that made him internalize his feelings via homosexuality. Because homosexuality was unnatural 
therefore Varg couldnt be homosexual. Right? 

There was no other answer, and soon things simmered down. That altercation at three in the morning was soon 
forgotten. His sleeping patterns may have never cleared up but at least Bard and him didn't need to passively 


aggressively avoid each other, they merely avoided each other now. 


In fact, when the time came that he and Bard were somehow both up in the early stages of the morning, they 
drank beer together and almost shared a laugh when the odd undercurrent between them could be ignored. 


"You've been weird recently," Varg nodded behind a beer bottle. It wasn't usually his style, but right now 


alcohol was a welcome respite. 
"Have |?" Bard asked absentmindedly, looking out the window to see the gradually lightening sky. 


"Ever since Lillehammer you've been.off," Varg shrugged, not missing the little shudder that coursed through 


his form. 
"Have |?" Bard missed the fact that he just recycled his answer. 
"Yes," 


Bard hummed, sitting up to strip his sweater off, leaving him in a Venom shirt that was slightly too big for 
his form. His abdomen was still fleshy, showcased by the shirt riding up. 


"Dunno what to tell you, sorry man" he let out a breathy chuckle before his expression darkened, leaving Varg 


to wonder if that all could've been an act to get him vulnerable. 
Fingers caught around one of his twin plaits, roughly yanking him toward's Bard. 


"You've been weird too, Kristian, you never fucking stop staring at me." his voice was an accusatory hiss, 


sending shivers down Varg's spine. 


Bard coiled his braid over his palm before throwing a leg over Varg's knee, spitting a wad of chewing gum on 


his board shorts before leaning in His breath reeked of stale beer and spearmint. 
Bard didn't give him a chance to react before his hot lips were pressed against his. It barely lasted a second of 
anything nearing innocence before Bard tried cramming his tongue deep in Varg's mouth. Varg grunted, feeling 


fingers pull at his head, forcing it back as Bard tilted it for a more aggressive angle to explore him with. 


He felt ashamed for enjoying it, settling a shaky hand over his waist as teeth clamped around his tongue, 
pulling it out of his mouth as Bard sucked hard Varg's neck began to cramp up with the awkward angle. 


Finally, when Bard could taste metal he pulled away with a sadistic look on his face, 
"Did that fulfil your faggot needs, Kristian?" 
"Stop calling me Kristian" Varg hissed, feeling violated. 


Bard shut him up with another kiss, this time softer but just as filthy; proving his point as Varg didn't even 
attempt to stop him. Taking it all in before they broke apart again 


"Faggot" Bard hissed disgustedly, getting up from the davenport and walking away. Leaving Varg with nothing 
but the fuzzy image of the sunrise and waning footsteps. 


Although none of that exchange made any sense, one thing was for certain: 


There was something wrong with Bard, and he was going to get to the bottom of it. 


